SCENE III
An Autumn Evening.
The same as the -preceding one; but the colours of
the sky have changed to yellow, with a faint
orange glow in the centre, deepening into a
melancholy purple border wherever the trees
and shrubbery do not hide the horizon. The
leaves on the trees have turned to various
shades of red, bronze, or golden yellow, and
now and again a number of them fall flutter-
ing to the ground. At odd intervals are still
heard the notes of the birds and the cries of the
waterfowl. Where the dahlias were there is
a clump of tally gaunt sunflowers, whose con-
ventionalised blossoms look like huge golden
discs writhing with pain. The figure of the
steel-hatted soldier is shot with the orange-
glow from the sky. The air is heavy with the
breath of fife, which has panted on to its
fullest vigour, and is now beginning to decay
and die. The sails of the little boats as they
pass by are in the shadow, and are sometimes